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STELLA: It's quite true.

LICONDA: [Struggling with his embarrassment] I'm in a very

false position.  I am conscious that I am interfering in

matters that are no affair of mine.
STELLA: My dear Major, I know that you are kindness itself.

You've known Mrs. Tabret for ages and Maurice and

Colin when they were small boys.
LICONDA: All the same you must see how difficult it is

for me to ask the question that inevitably rises in one's

mind.
STELLA: I'll answer without your asking.   Of course it's

quite impossible that Maurice should have been the

father of the child I'm going to have.  Since his accident

he has been my husband only in name.

COLIN: [Going up to her and putting his hand round her shoulders.}

I am the father, Major Liconda.
NURSE: [Astounded.] You?
MRS. TABRET: [Ironically.] Do you mean to say that it escaped

your sharp eyes. Nurse, that Colin and Stella were in

love with one another?

STELLA: [With a little frightened gasp] Didj0// know?
MRS. TABRET: I think nowadays the young are apt to think

their elders even more stupid than advancing years

generally make them.

STELLA: Oha Mother, what must you think of me?
MRS. TABRET: [Dryly] Do you very much care?

STELLA: I suppose I ought to be terribly ashamed of myself.
I must be sincere. I don't want to make a pretence of
remorse that I don't feel. I can no more help loving
Colin than I can help the rain falling or the trees bursting
into leaf. I'm proud of the child he's given me.

NURSE: You're shameless.

STELLA: [To MRS. TABRET.] But you have every right to
think that I treated Maurice abominably. He's beyond